
General Miscellany.
HARVEST.

AO day we set the sheares in shining rows,
Andcappluglhtm, hung fringes of dull gold

Alton their heary browti nrt at thi close
Watched the wood-ahado- their dark wings

unfold.
Homing them, Md Midi So may rest

la covert of softplumtfle, hapoy when
From toe blue East, lit by her silvery creat,

Dun m south wind in the blossomy glen,
Puce eoniM again.

Hat wtiil nf IhAM stain lilies, whnu tvMt UM
Wti the faint perfume dinging to our haade

At went wnpud down the sun-swe- leld,
Twkttnstbem hcedltM In the whtatea bandit

Tbetr wealth wa aafe In unseen garaen stored
To aabtle essence changed, thejr gained their

Bald we: If immortality to awett reward
DerrlM of sacrifice, then are we blest

Loaing life's beat.

.Tor to did reapers slay onr hope' high blooms
Baekleaa of ara anil nleariln. till thrv lav

laagaliblng smothered, 'mancthedusty glume.
When the iwlR binder blithely patted that

r
And glancing on them, pitied and to caught

Sweets that will linger with themevermnra.
That hath experienoelragrant memorlea brought

Into our hearts, making for u rich store
or Darren ion.

homeward mint-- by the brldce that snanned

The mlit-wral- th soothed us with her delicate
nana

Cool on our brows, and dewv to our feet
The red-ton- s' rancd nlumclcfs llahtlv bent

welcome i ana rea rooms sew ine uoor.
We said: They are good signs to us" and

went
la 'aeath the woodbine shadowing the floor,

Happy once more.

MISS TWITTER'S CONSPIRACY.

Years ago I had a young person In my
service called Annabel Brown. The
Brown was not, or course, surprising In a
parlor-mai- d, but the Annabel was; and
we more so wnen ine cook maoe uanmnai
fit, who I need not remark was a gen

ileman and a general. For my part, I
would not encourige such a name at all
in tot r position, but called her plain " An
ale," with which she was quite content.
She was an orphan: but I had known
both her parents, and very honest, good
folks they were, with plenty of common
sense too, so that It could not have been
they, but her " godfather and godmothers
In her baptism," as the service says, who
gave her such an outlandish name for
Christian I can't call It. She was a modest
girl, who. If she had a fault In dress, was
given to extreme simplicity; Indeed, some
of my visitors used to say : " So you have
got a Quakeress, I see' which was, ot
course, ridiculous; for though' one does
not want one's servants to be chatter-
boxes, one likes one's questions to be

bv something more than " Yes "
or "No," to which, I believe, the vocabu-
lary of the Friends is limited. Moreover,
though I am not u great lady, nor any-
thing like it, It was not likely I should
permit my parlor-mai- d to "thou" and
11 thee" me, and far less my guests.
However, what with the meekness of her
manners and the Mtnpllclty of her attire,
Annabel Brown tnigfit have sat for Mrs.
Fry, supposing that good lady to have
ever been eighteen and a beauty. Annie
had brown hair, very silken and plentiful;
and a soft, rather alarmed expression of
face, which, If it did not suggest modes-
ty, was the most hypocritical mask that
ever woman wore. Her movements were
quick, but noiseless; and altogether she
reminded one of a mouse. Like a mouse,
however, she was not as regards purloin-
ing, even so much as a rind of cheese. I
could have trusted her with untold gold ;
and when I had a new bonnet or other
piece of finer)', I felt as certain that An-
nabel Brown would never try them on
even, to see how she looked In my cheval-glas- s,

as though I had kept them under
lock and key. Finally and above all she
had no followers ; or, at all events, they
followed her at such a distance that they
never came within view of my windows,
and I have pretty long sight for such gen- -

1 need not say that Annie was a constant
church-goe- r, and as sure as Sundav came
round, nlwavs went " to hear the Word"
(that was her phrase, though she was by
no means a canter) twice a day, whether
It was wet or line. In the evenings she
never went out. not even on week-dav- i.

which Itself spoko volumes in her praise. J
one uau no menus in town, ine said, in
explanation of this phenomenon. She
was the only maid I ever bad who never
asked leave to pass an evening with her
"friends" or "cousins." well, being
such a pattern of propriety, you may Im-
agine my astonishment on seeing her come
borne from church one day accompanied
by a young man, who left her at the front
door (my area, gate Is always locked on
Sunday) with a now that would not have
disgraced Lord Chesterfield.

Though a fine morning?. It had turned
oat wet, and I noticed, with a little dis-
tress of mind, that the umbrella which he
was holding over her with much apparent
solicitude was a handsome silk one; the
mum himself, too. had an alarmlmrlv sren.
teel appearance. I made sure that Annie
would explain this unprecedented circum-
stance without any inquiry on my part;
and when some hours nassed bv without
her doing so, the matter appeared tome
all the graver.

Accordingly, at night, when she was
assisting me In my room, I broached the
nraeci myseir.

"Annie." said I. " I was verv much aur.
prised to see you come home from church
this morning accompanied by a stranger.
How did that happen 1" .

Well, ma'am,It was very wet," re--
tunwa sue i witn a simplicity tnat would

tertalned any Indignation against her,
which I did not ; 1 only felt angry with
ih$ man), "and as I had no umbrella, the
gentleman, who was at church himself,
aaotuy uuoreu w woo me none."

"Annie." said I solemn! v. " do not im
ague that men and especially gmtlaasa

only go to church as yo.u do, to say their
prayers. I once heard a great preacher,
Mr. Spurgeon, divide 'church-goer- s' Into

number of classes, some of which were
of a very unsatisfactory sort. Among
others there was the umbrella Christian?
as he termed It the man who goes Into a
ehnrch merely to save his hat or get out
ca ine nun.

"But please, ma'am, this gentleman
M an umbrella," observed Annabel
Brown.

I thought It rather pert, and very un-
likeherself, that she should ararue with
me on this matter, but still I was deter
amneu not to lose my temper.

" In this particular case that may hare

been so," said I: "but he might have
to church with a wrong motive, forSine1 To my oyes he did not look a

suitable person for a young woman in
your position to be walking with. He
left you at the front door, and he may
have been mistaken as to your condition
In life. Did you Inform him of It V

"No, ma'am."
Annabel Brown was certainly too Qua

kerish; any other girl would have seen
with half an eye that I was really solicit
nits Ifor her own sake . to know what the
man had said to her ; yet all that I could
get out of Annie was, "No, ma'am." It
was not treating me, I thought, with the
confluence that my conduct toward her
nao menteu, one mignt nave neen more
open liko that silk umbrella.

Next Sundav was a fine one. and vet. If
you will believe me.Annlo came nome
again escorted by that very man I I had
gone to church myself, and returned as
usual, some minutes after her; but cook
Informed me with rather a malicious
aria. I thouirht that such had really
been the case. I had not put the ques-
tion; I had merely asked whether Annie
had eomo in. feellnff nrettv sure, how
ever, that shehad, and was gone up-stal- rs

totaxe on ner wings, wnicn was ine case.
"Oh I yes, ma'am, she 'ave come In.

I only wonder her friend didn't come in
with her, he seemed so very much at-

tached."
" What friend?" asked I, with assumed

Indifference.
"Oh! pray, ma'am, don't ask me:

Hannibal, I know, is such a pattern I

Otherwise I thould have said as 'ow he
was a follower."

" And what sort of a man was he,
cook?"

"Oh I quite a gentleman to lock att
fine feathers make fino birds to them as
can see no further." And cook looked
as If she could seo a great deal further,
and, among other things, the house
robbed, and her mistress's throat cut, in
no distant perspective.

But I diet not fear for anything, except
upon Annie's account, and resolved at
once to give her a good "talking: to."

" Now, my good girl," said i, having
summoned tier Into the drawing-roo-

"this matter must be put a stop to at
once. I will not have that man come to
this house again. Don't say 'What man f'
because you know who I mean perfectly
well. I mean the umbrella-ma-n'

"Please, ma'am, he had no umbrella

She was so simple that I felt quite
ashamed of being angry with her.

"Umbrella or not?' said I, "he shall
not come here. A man without a name
and with much too jtood an address is
perfectly scandalous'

"Please, ma'am, his name Is Trevelyan."
" Thtn that Is much too good for you,"

answered I. " You have a nice manner
and appearance of your own, and they
have evidently deoelved him: and no
good can come of such a misunderstand-
ing to either of you. Do you understand
mer- -

" Mr. Trevelyan knows, ma'am, that I
am but a servant." observed Annabel
gently, and with a little blush.

"Then the more shame for hla," said
I sharply. "Mind, from this moment,
never walk with him, or you leave my
service."

Annabel Brown lowered her head in
respectful assent; she would have said
"Yes, ma'am," If she could, but the tears
were fast falling down her pretty cheeks.
I was very sorry for her, but I felt sure
that I was doing my duty by her, and did
not relent.

The next Sunday she came home alone.
She had been very depressed throughout
the week, but going to church seemed to
do her good, for she looked much more
cheerful. My Impression was that she,. eAAM IiIm ma .1,1 r V.IM . M1IBU BOTH mill, OllU fl' 1U VI 111IU, MiU III
doing so had discovered the wisdom of
such a proceeding. He had shown his
hand with the false cards in It and she
knew him for a cheat and deceiver, and
was glad to have escaped tolerably heart--
wuoie.

She was not so much to be pitied, how
ever, after all, my gentle reader, as you
wiu near: bo pieasc to reserve your com'

who rcall v suffered.
Ir. Trcvelvan at once proceeded to trans--

ter nis attentions to me.
The verv next mornlntr. Annie, lookincr

rather white, but quiet as usual, brought
up a cara into ine drawing-room-. " Tnis
gentleman wishes to see you for a few
minutes, If you are disengaged, ma'am."

"sir. Artnur rreveivani" exciaimeu
I, reading the printed name ; " why, that's
never your ar. xreveiyanr"

QVin oKnl.t .... IIV.. II

but nuttlnsr on what was for her a bold
face, answered, " Well, I hope he will be

The next moment he was In the room.
and Annnie bad shut the door, leaving me
aione wiin uus uon uiovanni. x am
bound to say ho was a very ffood-lookin-

gentlemanly person,
air.

and with anything

"I have ventured to call upon you,
madam, with relation to Annabel Brown.
who is, I believe, at present your parlor-
maid."

"Well, sir," said I, very stiff and for-
mal.

" I thouirht It would be onlv courteous
to let you knew that sho would be leav
ing you, prooaoiy oeiore tne montn is up,
In order to become mv wife. If. aa she
says, you forbid us to meet I shall take
oer even earner, as i unn 11 impossiDie to
exist without her society at all events on
Sundays."

"Take her earlier make her your
wife I" reiterated I; "this is quite In-
comprehensible to me, sir ; why you have
not seen her half a dozen times 1"

" Nevertheless, madam, it Is my Inten-
tion to marry her, and that at once. She
is or age, she tells me, and there is noth
Insr to prevent it."

" But there Is surely a trrcat difference
Of social position. Mr. Trevelvan. You
have the air and manners of a gentleman ;
while A "

" Forgive me, madam, for Interrupting
you, but I am sure you are yourssutoo
much a gentlewoman to say anything de-
rogatory of the person I have selected for
mylbrlde."

He quite took my breath away, he was
at onoe so pruuu anu so polite.

"Iamtwenty-slxyears- ot age, madam,"
he went on, "and Iknow my own mind.
and havo an Independent fortuue. There
Is no sort of use in opposing our engage-
ment, even If your kind heart would per
mit you to do so. The chief object of
my caning upon you was, inueed, to re-
quest a personal favor of you in connec

tion with our approaching nuptials. An--
naoei teas me mat ane nas neitner iauier
nor mother, nor, Indeed, any friend In
bonuon except yourseu."

"That certainly was my belief," said I,
"until lately."

Mr. Trevelyan only smiled at this sig-
nificant reply.

"Well, madam, this being so, and you
having reason, I believe, to be satisfied
with Annabel as to her moral qualities, I
come to ask of you the great favor of your
giving her away at the altar."

t give Annie away i ana to you, a per-
fect stranger 1 Never I"

"My dear madam, I honor your scru
gles,'freturned the young man with alow

say, for grace of manner
I have seldom seen his equal); "but this
Is the address of my lawyers, and this of
a parish clergyman In your vicinity, who
will both vouch for my respectability and
Sood family. Beyond these facts, and

I have sufficient means, Independent
of a profession, to support a wife, I don't
feel called upon to speak."

Mr. Trevelyan seemed such a very nice
young man, and I had such a true regard
for Annabel, that, absurd as the proposi
tion or my Kivmg ner away to mm at nrst
seemed, I finally came in to It, and about
three weeks afterwards, they were mar
ried by special license. She was not at
all puffed up by her good fortune, and
tnougn ne gave ner a great sumior ner
trousseau, ana exnended It with her usual
quiet good taste. Annabel Brown was
adanted for any position In life Into which
sne nappenea to oe tnrowninat am not
require energy or powers of conversation.
In which she was certainly deficient ; and
out of the fifty maid-servan- ts that I havj
had In my service from first to last, she
was tne oniv one or wnom l couia say as
mucn. . . ..1 T1 L I. I ..1. .1 .1- duii uuwr my reauers inuy a, uiu
Annabel set on after she became Mrs.
Trevelyan!"

mat can't teii you, mit i can ten you
what happened to mi In consenuence.
which Is the terrible part of the whole
story.

A stately carriage drove one day up to
my ooor, ana my new main (a very tuner-e-nt

one from dear Annie) came running
up the stairs In a state of great excite-
ment. "Oh I mum, please, mum, there's

lord's coach at the door, and her lady
ship wishes to see you."

"What's her name?" demanded I
quietly ; for I did not wish this grinning
idiot to suppose that I was never called
upon by members of the aristocracy.

"Here's her card, mum : the Lady Hal-li-s
Something or other."
" It Is not your business to read visit-

ors' cards," ssld I stiffly. "Show Lady
Alice Trevelyan up."

The similarity of name with that of
Annabel's husband of course struck me
atonee: vet I was totally unable to con
jecture her business with poor Insignifi
cant me. iwas not long, nowever, lert
In doubt. A tall, bony, stiff-back-

woman of about sixty years of age pres-
ently sailed Into the room.

" Miss Twitter, I believe?" said she.
"The same." replied I nolltelv. "Will

notyour ladyship take a seatr"
" jertaimy not," answered sne snap

nlshly. " I merely came to 8a that sort
of person by whose nefarious assist-
ance my unfortunate nephew has been en
trapped into matrimony, rnis is tne
house, Is It." said she, looking round my
little drawing-roo- m In a very deprecia-
tory way, "where this eontpiraey was
hatched f In this vile hole you baited
your trap, did you, for that Innocent
boy?"

" I am quite at a loss, madam, to know
what you mean," said I (though I began
to gucssj, "except you intend to maae
yourself offensive."

"You are risrht there, woman." she re
joined, acidly, "If you should never
asaia oe risnt in vour lire, it is tne oniv
consolation left to me, after the ruin of
our nouse, to ten you to your lace wnat i
think of you. You are a treacherous, de-
signing creature; you entered into a
fraudulent conspiracy. Yes. I know It's
actionable, if there's a witness ; but if
you dare to come near the bell, rll knoek
you down! 1 soy you conspired to seduce
tne auecuuns oi my nepnew, tne Honor-
able Arthur Trevelyan,
to tho Earl of Manilands. I don't say you
did it yourself; I wish you had, because
then the probaMllty Is that the disgrace
would only have lasted vourllfetimo : vou
employed a youthful accomplice, who
pas sea as your maio-serva- it seems,
and whose fatal charms overcame poor
Artnur s scrupies. it is my oeuei mat
you both ought to be hanged. Don't an--

bum. MA a ilnul, ut ir .HAnlr .A mamnnw uiu, uvu I luuiui o w myvm iu uic,
lest the sound of your bated voice should
provoke me beyond all bounds I You
were a witness to mis atrocious marriage.
I have read your foolish name In the regis-
ter, you false, perjured, crafty, abomina-
ble woman I If I waa not a lady born and
bred, I don't know what I shouldn't call
you 1"

What she would have called me had she
not been a lady of hereditary title. It Is
Impossible to conjecture; she had an 1m
mease vocaouiary oi aouse even as it was,
and she exhausted It.

" I shall come asaln and let you know
what my opinion ot you really Is I" were
her last words, which were perhaps the
most terrible of all. She nad nearly
frightened me out of my wits as It was ;
and then the threat ' of that scene being
repeated lay heavy on my soul for many
a day, until my lease was out and I took
another house.

Once, however. I saw Lady Manilands
herself (for her husband's uncle died after
a few years) going to court In the very
quietest dress in which any lady ever did
go there ; sho gave me a bow and a smile
out of the carriage window, and that was
all. She never called on her old mistress.
It Is my Impression that In ber heart she
was not worthy of her husband. How
they got on together I never heard, but
what I have narrated Is, I think, a lesson
to mistresses against encouraging ser
mant-maiu-s to wen aDove weir poaiuon.
I have heard it said by prudent persons
" Never " but abovegive anything away ;
all I would Impress upon all spinster
ladles, " Never give a parlormaid away
In marruure to the of an
earldom, especially If he has an aunt who
is tounny aoout tne nonor oi tne iamuy."

vnamotrr journal
Soloed Fruit. Seven pounds fruit,

throe of sugar, one pint of vinegar, one
tapicspoonmi or eacn King oi spice.

Mme. MaoMahon, Presldentess of
France. Is attended by regularly appointed
uuies oi nonor on state occasions.

AMailif Performance of French Dec.
The aurnrlslnsr Intelllsrence of a nalr ot

dogs owned by a M. Roull, Is related In
irur tnuno nmmmm i a iarfj uiuiu w

In the center of the room, and onfilaced laid some cards on which the let-
ters of tha alphabet were printed In large
capitals. M. Roull then told Blanche to
spell fivmagi (cheese). She Immediately
picked out an F, it, and O, and then
seemed to hesitate. " Yon only give us
three letters ; there are seven," said M.
Koull. Blanche then found M, A, O, E,
and the word was complete.

She then performed the remarkable feat
of correcting a mistake In orthography.
Mr. Hamerton wrote the word meson on
tho slate Instead of tnaitm (house), and,
on being asked where the error was,
Blanche pointed to the letter " E," and
then picked out an "A" and an "I."

In spite of her success, the animal
seemed to accomplish her work with con-
siderable effort, and made sounds of com-
plaint. The authority of her master, al-

though exercised with great gentleness,
seemed Irresistible as that of amagnetlzcr
over his subject. Perceiving this, Mr.
Hamerton suggested giving her a rest;
and she was allowed to retire to a corner
and enjoy some bonbons, while Lyda took
her place on tho table. Some numbers
were now substituted for tho letters of the
alphabet. Several problems were written
on the slate, which Lyda apparently
solved without difficulty.

Her master then proposed trying a lit-

tle mental arithmetic, and said. "If you
had ten nieces of susar. and met ten Prus
sian nogs, how many pieces would you, a
French dog, give to each Prussian?"
Lyda replied to this question by point
ing out tne zero witn great energy.
" And how." said the master. " If vou
were to share with me?" Lyda took the
nsure o and save it to mm. xu. itouu
then went out for a moment, while Mr,
Hamerton asked the doir for several
numbers successively, which she brought
witnoutine sugntest nesitauon.

Blanche then came forward, and a pack
of playing cards was spread on the table,
M. Houli holding-- Another nack In his
hand, and asking tho company to choose a
carairomit. witnout max nir any mis
take. Blancho immediately brought the
corresponding card from the pack on the
tame.

She then played a game of cards with a
vountr ladv. and was ncaten. after which
she took refuge In a corner, with an nir of
ucepnumiuation.

The most surprislnsr feat of all came
next. A pack of cards was spread in the
next room, anu tne ooor ncariy cioseu.
M. Roull told one of the guests to ask the
dog, in a whisper, to fetch any card he
chose to name. The ace of spades was
called for. Blanche went In search of It,
and Immediately returned with the right
card in her mouth.

Mr. Hamerton himself then examined
the dog again In her literary acquire-
ments, andshe translate the word ehien
dog) Into English, and spelt the word feu
nrei witnout uimcuity ; out at mis point
A. Rouil Interposed, and said irentlv.
"That Is very well for the singular, now
give us the plural." Wonderful as It
seems, Blanche at once picked out the let
ter jl, anu gave it to Hamerton.

This account Is almost incredible, but
the facts are vouched for by Mr. Hamer-
ton, who, however, offers no satisfactory
explanation of them. "If the dogs had
been less clever," he says, " we might
have believed in their actual knowledge ;
but they really knew too much. Being
convinced that there was some communi-
cation between them and their master, I
Had invited several very intelligent menus
to be present, telling them that my object
was to discover the system of SI. Koull,
and asking their assistance. They watch-
ed as closely as I did, but could discover
nothing." During many of the perform-
ances M. Rouil stood before tho itre-pla-

at some distance from the dogs, and mode
no motion witn cuner lect or nanus, nor
did he advance or retreat a single step.
There could, therefore bo no communica
tion throush the motions of his body.
The dogs performed equally well when
tneir oacKs were turnco to tneir master,
which forbids tlm supposition that they
were guided by bis eye. And the tones
of his voice, though encouraging and ex-
citing, as If he were speaking to a child,
revealed nothing that could be Interpret-
ed as a method of communication. The
only supposition left was that tho dogs
miyht be guided by the sense of smell ;
but, as M. Rouil stood at some distance
from the table, and could not have known
beforehand, what words would be called
for, it was impossible that he should have
touched the cards in any way to guide the
uogs oy tne scent, i ne wnoie penorm
ance stems Inexplicable.

UUsej's Turtle.

A UIBI1 IMUITO UI1BV,, Will Uy BlTim
economy and severe Industry, has suc
ceeded in getting nis iamuy a little place,
free of encumbrance, was Ashing In Still
river, near the Beaver Brook Mills, on
sunaav aiiernoon. Alter sittinir on tne
bank for a couple of hours, without catch
ing anything, he was gratified to see, on
a nat stone in we water, a snapping-tur-ti- e

sunnlnir himself. The butt end of the
turtle was toward him, and he thought
he would capture It; but wbllo he was
looking for a place to step, the turtle
graveiy turned arounn. witnout nis itnowi
edire. and when he sot In reachlnsr dis
tance, and bent down to take hold ofwhat
nature designed should be taken hold of
wniie Handling a snapping-turtl- e, that
Bociaoie animai juat reacnea out anu tooK
hold of Mr. Ollsey's hnd with a arrasn
that left no doubt of Its tlncerlty. The
shrieks of the unfortunate man aroused
some of the neighbors, but when they ar-
rived it was too late to be of any benefit to
him, or even to themselves, for they Just
caught a glimpse of a bareheaded man
tearing over the hills, swinging a small
carpet-ba- g in one hand, and they at once
concluded that It was a narrow escape
from highway robbery. However It was
not a carpet-ba- g he was swinging; it was
that turtle, and: It clung to film until he
reached the White street bridge, when It
let go; but the fright ned man did not
slacken his trait until he cot home. Wlmn
he reached the house, the ludlcrousness of
tne amur nurst upon mm, anu wnen his
wife looked at his pale face and bare head,
and d clothes, and asked
him what was the matter, he said :

"Nothing was the matter, only he was
afraid he would be too late to church,"
and appeared to be much relieved to And

i mat ue wasn't. vanoury atwt.

Heroes at Home.

People who live on the outside of the
charmed circle of letters, but who believe
that the men and women that compose It
are of a different mold from the rest of
mankind, and who long to be permitted
to penetrate the "rose hedge" and learn
the facts of the Armlda'a garden for them-
selves, sometimes learn them too clearly
for their dreams to be ever possible again.
They have a favorite author a poet, say,
or a novelist. If a poet, he Is probably
one whose songs are full of that delicious
melancholy which makes them so divinely
sad ; an "esthetic poet, a blighted being, a
creature walking In the moonlight
among the graves and watering their
nowcrs witn nis tears ; u a novelist, ne la
one whose sprightly fancy makes the dull
world gay. A friend tikes the worshiper
to the shrine where the Idol Is to be found;
In other words, they go to call on him, at
his own house. The melancholy poet,

hidden In the light of thought," Is a
rubicund, rosy-gille- d gentleman, brisk,
middle-age-d, comfortable, respectable,
particular as to his wines, a connoisseur
as to the merits of the chef, a ban vivant of
tho Ilor.ttlan order, and for talk prone to
personal gossip and feeble humor. The
lively novelist, on the other hand. Is a
taciturn, morose kind of person, afflicted
with a perennial catarrh, ever ready with
an unpleasant argument, given to start
disagreeable topics of a grave, not to say
depressing nature, perhaps a rabid poli-
tician, taking gloomy views of tho cur-
rency and despondent about our carrying
trade. As for the women, they never do
look the thing they are reputed to be, save
In fashion and sometimes In beauty. A
woman who goes to public meetings and
makes speeches on all kinds of subjects,
tough as well as doubtful, presents her-
self In society with the. look of an old
maid and the address of a shy school-gir- l.

A sour kind of essayist, who finds
everything wrong and nothing in its
place, has a face like the full
moon and looks as If she fed on
cream and butter. A novelist who sails
very near the wind, and on whom
the critics are severe by.prlnclple, Is as
quiet as a Quakeress in her conversation
and as demure as a nun In her bearing;
while a writer of religious tracts has
gowns from Paris andgives small suppers
out of the proceeds. The public charac-
ter and private being of almost every per-
son In the world differ widely from each
other; and the hero of history who Is
also a hero to his valet has yet to be
found. Some people call this difference
inconsistency, anu some manysidedncss ;
to some it argues shallowness, veneer, un-
reality, and Is therefore unworthy of es-
teem ; to others It Is but the necessary
consequence of a complex human nature,
and a sign that the mind needs the rest ot
alternation just as much as tho body. We
cannot be always in tho same groove,
never changing our attitude or object. Is
it inconsistency or supplement, contra-
diction or compensation? The sterner
moralists anu tnoso wnose minus uweii
on tares, say the former; those who look
for wheat even on the stony ground and
among thorns, assert the latter. Any
how, it Is certain that those who desire
Ideals and who like to worthlp heroes
would uo well to content themselves with
adoration at a long range Distance lends
enchantment and Ignorance is bliss in
more cases than one. Heroism at home
Is something like humanity in Brobdlgnag,
and the undress of the domcstlo hearth is
more favorablo to personal comfort than
to public glory. To keep our ideals in-
tact, we outtht to keen them unknown.
Our goddesses should not be seen eating
beefsteaks and drinking stout : our poets
are best In print, and social small talk does
not come line truths divine mended lrom
their tongue; our sages and philanthro-
pists gain nothing and may lose much by
oeingrasniy loiioweu to tneir nrcsiues.
Yet. after all. a man's sood work and
brave word are In any cuso a part of his
real self, though they may no very far
from being the whole; and, even if ne is
not true metal an tnrougn, ms goiu, so
fur as it coes. counts for more than its
alloy, and his pnbllo heroism overtops
nis private puerility. saturaay tttvitw.

The Fastest Time on Record A House
Built in a Day.

Tho newspapers in Lancaster. Penn..
publish an account of the building of a
brick dwelling-hous- e In that city In ten
and a half hours, the materials having
been prepared and collected on the site
previous to tne commencement, ine
douse Is twenty feet by thirty on the
ground floor, two stories in height, and
contains eight rooms. Them were In oil
upward of 100 workmen employed. The
cellar foundation : was already laid, and
at precisely 0 o'clock in tho morning the
men went to work. The Examintr thus
describes the labor:

" Mr. J. T. Reading, photographer, was
present with his apparatus, and took
views every fifteen minutes of the build-
ing and the workmen while in motion,
which, of course, produced some ridicu-
lous pictures men, white and colored, in
almost every position, are to be seen
represented. At 8 o'clock a. m. the struc-
ture was advanced to the height of one
story, with two floors ground and sec-
ondlaid, partitions in. and lathed and
partly plastered, doors hung, stairways
up, and a view taken with the doctor in
the midst of his workmen. The scene la
a busy and comic one the bricklayers
erecting scaffolding for the second story.
10 o'clock a. m., view taken of the west-
ern front on Prince street; second story
brick-wor- k two-thir- up, with carpen-
ters ready to lay floor and plasterers com-
mence lathing ; western front painted and
brick penciled of first story, and the ma-
sons run short of brick, and then some
delay in consequence, but it was remedied
In a short while.

"Eleven o'clock a.m., tho bricklayers
arc up to square of celling for third floor,
with corners raised to height required to
receive the rafters for roofing. Tinners
waiting. The process of white-coatin- g is
now about completed In the first story.
11:18 a.m., first rafter for tho roof laid.
At 12:11 the last brick wiib placed upon
the chimneys, and the bricklayers are
done. Roof sheathed and tinners begin to
lay roofing. 12:80, scaffolding all re-
moved from building. 2:30 p. m., sash in
windows of first story and painters fln-sh- ed

up; wash-board- s down and rub
blsh cleaned away. At this writing thetinners are leaving the building; rooflnirand spouting completed. Plasterers stlfl
at work In the second story. The build-
ing has been Insured, and In the course ofa few hours will be ready for a tenant."


